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Prologue 


Prologue 


Dark sparks danced across Raven's fingertips as she stormed down 
the dark, moonlight-lit halls in nothing but her Edwardian-styled 
purple nightgown. The school's clock tower already chimed 1:00am 
and still she couldn't get into her dorm room. Apple, apparently, was 
still angry at Raven for the Legacy Day incident and, when Raven 
left the room to get some water, locked her out. She begged the 
future-Snow White to let her in, but Apple refused until Raven 
promised to accept her destiny as the Evil Queen and sign the book. 


This made Raven to become furious; causing her to start banging at 
the door, kicking near the lock, an act that she horrible regretted 
since she was barefoot. But it was no use, the door wouldn't budge. 
Apple asked again if Raven was going to give up, but received no 
answer; the black and maroon haired girl left to go find either 
Headmaster Grimm to unlock the door or if Someone would let her 
stay the night in their room. However, she could neither find the 
Headmaster and everyone else were too fast asleep to hear Raven, 
even Maddie was too far in her dream Wonderland to hear her. 


"Damn it, Apple!" hissed Raven, "Of all the nights to lock me out! | 
have midterm exams tomorrow! Not to mention what I'm wearing...." 
She glanced down at her nightgown, a pretty lavender color but 
slightly sheer. Not something she wanted to be seen in by her 
classmates. 


Ever After High at night reminded Raven of her home back when her 
mother was still around; ominous, foreboding with the halls being 
dead silent and seemingly endless in its path, nothing but the light of 
the moon to guide anyone walking through. Shaking her head from 
her memories, Raven kept looking around for something to help her 
with her little roommate issue. The wood shop class was locked so 


there was no getting to the tools they had, same thing for Magicology 
and Chemythstry labs too. And since the janitors don't come in until 
6:30am, Raven was hex out of luck. 


Raven clenched her fist, sparks of purple, maroon and blacked 
started jumping all around, stopping right in the middle of the Mirror 
Hall. Looking to her right, Raven stared right at her reflection, the 
dark magic crawling up from her fist to her shoulders; her maroon 
highlighted black hair flowed down her back in soft curls, her dress 
hung loosely from her tiny body, skin so pale, eyes that shone with 
anger and frustration at Apple. At Headmaster Grimm. At the Royals. 
It's Raven Queen! 

Everyone run away! 

She is EVIL! 

She looks so much like her mother. 

‘I'm not my mother,’ cried Raven in her head, ' l'm nothing like her !' 
Run for your lives! 

She'll destroy you! 

Your not suppose to apologize, your evil! 

She is destined to be evil. 

How can you be so evil?! 

"Aaarghh!" Raven screamed, raising her arms up and smashing her 
bare fists into the glass, her magic shattered the surface into a 
million shards as they rained down on her. The dark princess hissed 


as the glass pieces cut her arms and the underside of her feet, tiny 
rivers of blood trickled down onto the floor, staining the marble red. 


The tiny shards landed in a circle around the girl, glowing purple as 
they absorbed the magic shot into them. Raven didn't notice them, 
too busy trying to deal with the shards of glass in her hands. Biting 
her lip, she refused to scream, after all, how would she explain that 
she ‘accidentally’ destroyed one of the school's mirror in a fit of 
anger? Not only would Headmaster Grimm be furious, but her father 
would probably be called and she would look even more like an evil 
Queen to her peers then she wanted to be. 


"Son of a troll!" cursed Raven as she plucked the larger pieces from 
her fingers, careful not to cause any more cuts on herself. She 
tossed the pieces away from her and kept perfectly still so she 
wouldn't step on the piece. Did | forget to mention that she was 
barefoot? As if this night wasn't bad enough, Raven would be lucky if 
she didn't get expelled for a few days. Maybe the headmaster will go 
easy on her and just ask her to replace the mirror... and maybe just 
a few weeks of detention. 


Unfortunately, while Raven was too busy with her thoughts about her 
punishment, the broken glass beneath her started to pulsate a 
purplish-pink glow. The magic Raven had exploded out was 
absorbed into the glass and it fractured as it broke. One of the first 
rules that Raven's mother and teachers had taught her was that she 
should NEVER shoot a blast of magic anywhere near a mirror as 
they could absorb the blast or reflected it. A reflected blast was bad 
enough, but if a mirror absorbs the magic... it was worse 


Magic absorbed into a mirror becomes unstable, reforming the 
Original purpose of the spell and changing it to something else. A 
transformation spell can become a incineration spell, a spell that can 
make you fly could become a confinement curse, some many 
unpredictable things could happen if a mirror is present, which is why 
there was no mirrors anywhere near the magic-use class and there 
was a 'no-magic-allowed' rule on school grounds. A rule that most 
students, Raven being one of them, often ignored. 


Noticing the glow beneath her, Raven looked down as the bloody 
shards of glass started sparking. One by one, a spark connected 


from one shard connected to the next and then the next and the next 
and so on until a perfect circle of magic surrounded her. What's even 
creepier was the blood on the glass absorbed into the glass as well. 
A faint hum from the shards start getting louder and the glow 
became more intense. 


"What the..." Raven said before the shards around her exploded and 
shot the concentrated magic back into Raven with 3x the force then 
it originally had. "AAAAHHHH!" Raven screamed in pain, feeling as if 
her innards were being ripped apart and her limbs being twisted. 


As the young sorceress doubled over in pain, her body began to 
fade, becoming translucent. Raven's vision started to blur and her 
mind began to shut down. Her legs finally buckled and she landed on 
the ground with a 'THUD!', the room swirling around like the Tilt-A- 
Whirl at the carnival. Breathing heavily, Raven felt the energy drain 
out of her painfully slow; she tries to open her mouth to call out for 
someone, but nothing comes out. 


Little by little, Raven starts to disappear: first her feet, then her 
ankles, up to her legs and her hips fade away. Tears slipped out of 
her eyes as she felt her waist vanish from her body and soon her 
chest. Opening her lips as her arms and shoulders dissolve, she 
struggled to let out anything. Just then the lights in the hallway 
turned on and she her footsteps running towards her, but it was too 
late as her head disappear and she uttered a single word, not evena 
whisper: 


"Help..." 


I know, it's pretty short for a prologue but I already wanted to 
get this fic started; it's been rattling around in my mind fora 
while so I had to get this down. Anyway, this fic was loosely 
inspired by 'Happily Ever Avengers' by mikey magee. Even 
though I'm not that big an Avengers fan, heck I've never even 
seen the movie, but I love the fic and it's one of the best fic | 
read in this fandom. 


Next chapter will hopefully be uploaded soon. Reviews are 
greatly welcomes and appreciated :D 


The Wasteland 


Chapter 1: 


The Wasteland 


Nightmare, that's all Raven could think about. That this was some 
horrid nightmare caused by that blast of magic reflected back at her. 
When the pain had subsided, Raven slowly opened her eyes and 
was relieved to see her hands, arms, chest and the rest of her body 
still attached. But happiness soon turned to horror when she saw 
where she was, or more correctly where she wasn't . 


She wasn't in Ever After High, heck, she wasn't even sure if she was 
near the school. Instead, she was in the middle of a dusty, dirt road 
in a drought-like landscape complete with the cracked ground, bare 
trees and dry grass. Raven slowly pulled herself off the ground, 
letting out only a few moans of pain from her sore body. Her 
nightgown was a mess: the entire thing was covered in red dust and 
dirt, the edges were torn and her right sleeve was barely hanging on. 


Raven brushed off some of the dirt from her clothes and rubbed her 
arms; it was daytime wherever she was, the sun beating down but 
she felt so cold, like she was inside of a freezer. There seemed to be 
no life around for yards, maybe even miles. In the back of her mind, 
she wonder if she had transported herself to one of those places her 
mother had conquered because she had seen similar landscapes in 
pictures her mother showed her about the lands she destroyed and 
the lives she squashed. All dead and empty, just like what was in 
front of her. 


"Hello," called out Raven, "Is anyone out there?!" 


Nothing replied back. Typical. But honestly what was Raven 
expecting? She began walking down the road, hoping to find 


something or someone to tell her where she was. Thankfully the dirt 
was pretty smooth, no rocks or sharp sticks to poke at her bare feet 
as she walked. Everything was dead silent, no birds, no wind, not 
even the steps the young sorceress took made a noise. 


‘Okay, let's see...’ thought Raven, 'I got hit by a reflected blast, 
brilliant idea to shoot at a mirror~' she scold at herself, her glaze 
traveling down to her hands, ' No permanent scars or side-effects 
hopefully. So now I'm in some unknown place and since Magicology 
hasn't even covered transportation spells, | have no idea how to get 
back. Can this day get any worse ?' 


Raven spend the next hour walking and racking her brain for any 
spells that could help her get home, at least the ones that won't 
backfire on her. Unfortunately, nothing came to mind; she had never 
fully explored her powers ever since they started going bad on her. 
She was so afraid of hurting someone that she kept her power usage 
to a minimum, only using them for carrying her bags or curling her 
hair, but even doing those simple things tend to go sour. 


As she walked, the landscape started to slowly shift from the dry, 
desert-like landscape to a slightly less dead terrain. There were 
patches of grass growing here and there, some of the trees were 
sprouting new leaves on their branches and the soil was looking 
healthier as well. Blades of meadow grass that reached up to 
Raven's waist popped near the road in bunches. The sight made 
Raven feel a bit happier knowing she was heading towards 
something that was at least alive and growing. 


After what seem like forever-after, which was about two hours, 
Raven could spot something in the distant. Squinting her eyes, she 
believed it was a small bump at the right side of the road; was ita 
house or maybe a hut? Could it be a sign of shelter in this fairy 
godmother-forsaken place. With a burst of hope, Raven started 
jogging towards the 'shelter' she saw. 


Only to find it a total fairy-fail. 


Her 'house' was actually a bunch of grave plots. The markers were 
gray, cracked and covered in thin vines and mold, surrounded by 
newly grown strips of grass. Upset but curious, Raven started 
walking towards the plots; the grass was nice and soft on her dusty 
feet as she neared the site. Some of the markers didn't have names, 
other did have some carvings on them but were either covered in 
vines or too damage to read. 


The one that stood out the most was the center cross grave marker. 
Across the patibulum was the name "J. Lacroix" in bold, uppercase 
letters with vines crawling up towards the center. Whoever this was, 
he must have been important, or at least well-loved to have such a 
large headstone, Raven was about the turn around until she heard a 
very faint whimpering sound. Looking down, she saw that a rope was 
tied around at the base of the cross grave and moving. Trailing down 
with her eyes, she spotted what the other end of the rope was 
connected to and gasped. 


Hiding behind another grave was the smallest and thinnest puppy 
that Raven had ever seen, a boy by the look of it. Patchy fur, ribs 
poking through his skin, and his tiny legs could barely hold up his 
upper body. The rope was wrapped around the creature's bony neck, 
not too tight that it would choke him, but not to loose that he could 
get free. Someone had tied this puppy to this grave for days without 
food or water, probably left him there to die 


"You poor thing," cooed Raven as she kneeled down, "Your starving 
and dying of thirst! How can someone be so cruel... ," she pulled the 
makeshift rope collar off the puppy's neck. 


Once freed, the puppy started slowly walking away from the grave, 
happy to be given his freedom back, but soon collapsed afterward. 

Raven quickly scooped up the puppy and cradled him in her arms. 

She could hear the poor creature whimper; his bones poking at her 
arms, his mouth quivering and dry. Just looking at the puppy's state 
killed Raven, her heart just breaks and she can't help but tear up. 


Hugging the animal to her chest, she starts a light jog back down the 
path and up the road. Against the odds, Raven decided that she had 
to find something to feed the dog before he dies. If there was 
patches of green grass around then surely their should be some 
source of water or food nearby as well. She prayed to every fairy 
godmother and mythical deities that she could think of to help her 
find water and let this poor puppy live. 


Luckly for her, the puppy seemed content in her arms and snuggled 
deeply in her chest, trying to gain some warmth from the teenage 
girl. He didn't fuss or fight or jump out of her arms which helped her 
greatly as she carried him down the road. Raven smiled down at 
him, cooing at him and scratching him on his head. She had to find 
water. No excuses, no breaks, no stops. 


As if her wish was granted, after a half an hour of searching, Raven 
spotted a group of deep puddles in the ground, the remains of what 
use to be a lake bed. Most of them were pretty murky but she 
manage to find one that was the cleanest of them. She brushed off a 
few rocks and twigs gather at the edges of the puddle with her foot 
before kneeling down. 


Raven slowly place the quivering dog on the ground, "There," she 
said softly, "Drink up, sweetie." 


On cue, the puppy's dunk his mouth into the water and start lapping 
up the liquid as quickly as he can. Often his head would dip a little 
too low and Raven have to pull him up so that his head wouldn't go 
under. After he finally got control of his balance, Raven let go and 
started to look around for some source of food or at the very least, 
edible leaves or roots they can much on. She was starting to get 
hungry as well. 


Nearby was a small tree with some small bramble bushes next to it. 
Getting closer, Raven spotted a fallen unripe apple at the base of the 
tree and some berries growing in the bush. Using the front of her 
gown as a makeshift basket, she snatched the apple off the ground, 
slightly bruised, and tossed it in. Next were the berries, the thorns 


and thickets clawed at her hands and arm but she kept grabbing 
berries until she had a few handfuls in her skirt. 


With a skirt full of fruit and a bleeding arm, Raven walked towards 
the puppy who just finished drinking and is obediently sitting near the 
edge. Although dogs weren't that well known for eating berries or 
fruits, it will have to do, it was all there was available anyway. The 
puppy looked up to her as she took a seat next to him and scooped 
up some berries. 


"Here you go," said Raven putting her berry-filled hand underneath 
the dog's mouth. Immediately, the puppy began eating the fruits, 
sometimes accidentally biting Raven's hand. A few scoops of berries 
and apple chunks she ripped with her teeth were fed to him until the 
dog was finally satisfied and fell asleep 


After wiping her hands on her gown, it was ruined anyway, Raven 
started eating her ‘breakfast’ which was what was left of the apple 
and the leftover berries. Normally she would never eat apples or 
berries, she preferred sweeter things like salted caramel and 
chocolate, but hey, beggars can't be choosers. Once finished, Raven 
got up and started scoping her surroundings. 


Not a single house or hut nearby, not even the remains of what could 
have been some shelter either. Wherever she was, she was some 
miles away from civilization. Getting up, Rave cupped her hands 
around her eyes to protect her from the sun as she continued looking 
around. Then she saw it, what looked like a wooden signboard, a 
few yards away. Looking down at the sleeping puppy, she place the 
remaining berries next to his head, bid him a silent goodbye and 
started walking away. 


Raven's feet started to ache, hours of walking will do that to you, but 
she had to keep on going. She had to find civilization somewhere 
because she did NOT what to be in the middle of nowhere when it 
got dark. When she finally reached the sign, it was covered with 
moss and dirt. Ripping off her hanging sleeve, the sorceress used it 
to wipe off the moss to see the faded writings on the wood. Some of 


the letters were faded, others completely gone; all she could make 
out was the following: 


Wel om Trav ers 
You Are N Ent ing The Kingd of loren 


"Kingdom of loren?' Is this where | am?" questioned Raven, 
stepping away from the sign and glanced down the road. She could 
see some dots on the horizon, was that the kingdom? 


Before she could take another step, three sharp barks cracked the 
silence in the air. Turning around, the young sorceress spotted the 
tiny puppy trotting down the path to get to her. A slight limp in his 
step, either from the malnourishment or it was injured somehow, but 
it still made his way towards the black-and-maroon haired girl. Raven 
took a few steps in front of her and, surprisingly enough, the puppy 
followed. Another step to the front, again it followed. 


Step. Follow. Step. Follow. 


Raven smiled as she kneel down and petted the small dog, "Guess 
you don't want to be alone, huh? Well I've always wanted a puppy 
and | could use a traveling companion." 


He barked and leaned into her hand, rubbing his tiny, balding head 
on her palm. Raven scratches the underside of his neck and picked 
him up, cradling him in her arms. Decided that needed a name, she 
couldn't keep calling him ‘puppy’ or 'dog', Raven tried to think of a 
suitable name for him. She thought back to where she found him, 
tied to that cross grave marker... 


"Lacroix," spoke Raven, gently poking at the puppy's snout, "That 
will be your name, ‘kay little buddy?" 


Lacroix gave a short bark and licked his nose, wagging his stump of 
a tail. Raven smiled and decided to carry him until they get to the 
kingdom mention on the sign where someone will hopefully look at 


that limp. Despite the bad luck she had gotten by transporting herself 
to this empty, wasteland, Raven felt like finding Lacroix made it all 
the worth her while. 


It was just like the day she had met Maddie, her best friend forever 
after. Maddie never judge her or feared her because of who her 
mother was, nor hated her after the poisoning of Wonderland. 
Animals were the same as well, they never seem to fear Raven, 
heck, many times they would come near her like she was one of the 
royal princesses. But because of her mother and her threats, she 
could never bring one home for fear they would be transformed into 
something frightful. 


But now she was far away from her mother and the Royals and 
everyone else who would criticize her for being good. If and when 
she finds a way back to Ever After, Lacroix will be coming back with 
her, no one was going to tell her otherwise. Lacroix was going to be 
her beloved pet and friend. And now the two were heading towards 
this unknown kingdom together, maybe she'll even find something to 
help her write her own happily ever after. 


"Huh, maybe this isn't such a bad day after all." 


Kinda a short and somewhat plain first chapter but | promise 
the next chapter will be more exciting and will move the story 
along. Anyway, I've just started reading The Storybook of 
Legends and before | started reading, | was just flipping pages 
through the book and found the chapter on how Raven brought 
a puppy home and her mother turn it into a rat. So Lacroix is 
sort of like the pet she's always wanted and now she doesn't 
have to worry about her mother transforming it. 


Anyway, | wish everyone a Happy New Years and hope everyone 
will stick to their New Years resolution (cause I know I only 
completely one or two of my 2013 resolution XP). The next 
chapter will hopefully be up by this week or next week because 


my new school semester starts next week so I might get busy 
by then. 


Later guys! 


The Plague Born-Wrench 


Chapter 2: 


The Plague Born-Wrench 


Ever After is a place of lavish kingdoms and sparkling towns filled 
with happy citizen and their kind and wise royal families. Of course 
most people don't even notice, or at least pretend not to notice, the 
evil kingdoms and their families in the background. It was mostly the 
White's, the Charming's and the Beauty's castles that were both the 
largest and most extravagant in the land while her mother, father and 
every other storybook villains were forced to stay in the shadows, 
away from all that happiness. She really didn't care for herself but 
her father, the Good King, didn't deserve that punishment. 


That's what Raven was expecting when she reached the Kingdom of 
loren, some large, grand empire similar to the Snow White kingdom 
with loyal townsfolk and their ruling family. What she didn't expect 
was for the entire place to be nothing but ruins! Once she and 
Lacroix had gotten closer to the black dots she spotted on the 
horizon, she realized that they were, in actuality, the crumbling 
buildings and homes that once stood all over the area. 


Piles of stones that reached up to Raven's knees stood at both sides 
of the road then expanded yards away from each other before 
curving to circle the ruins until it reached the stone castle near the 
other side of the land. She guesses that these were what was left of 
a stone defensive wall that guarded and protected the kingdom 
before it was destroyed. She could even see the tops of a large 
forest up ahead, behind the castle and the crumbling wall. Raven 
winced, as the dirt path underneath her became a stone walkway; 
feeling the pricks, pokes and scratches of the uneven stones and 
tripping over the occasional slab that stuck out a few inches on top of 
the path. 


Upon entering, the first two homes, at least that's what she thought 
they were, was nothing more than a section of darken, bare earth 
with chunks of a rock-carved wall sticking up from under the ground. 
Further up, the buildings were a little more preserved but still 
crumbling; inside were the remnants of furnishing; some wooden 
table, chairs, some scrap of fabric that could of been curtains, 
forgotten toys, things of those natured were left inside the place. 


Homes weren't the only things around; structures that were probably 
used as schools, banks, shops, bars and a church were scattered 
around the place the further she explored. There was even a town 
square with food stands, a blacksmith and a print shop/newspaper 
stand. Walking up, Raven found that a few newspapers were still 
inside and in fairly good condition, despite them yellowing and the 
corners torn. She picked one up but was disappointed to see that 
most of the words were pretty faded. All she could make out was 
something about a royal engagement and... a declaration of war? 


Tossing the newspaper back into the stand, Raven continued going 
through the town. She made notes in her head about where 
everything is, if in any case she needed to go back to them. Fields of 
wild crops were spotted yards away from the town just over the 
walls; Raven made a note to search for any edible food later. Still 
usable objects like bowls, buckets, brooms, and utensils could be 
found inside some of the home, many where brought to her by 
Lacroix as he ran through the door-less homes. Anything he brought 
back, she just stacked them up on one of the stands. Despite all that, 
she couldn't find any living soul, not even a bird. 


' Hexed my luck when | said this wasn't such a bad day,' thought 
Raven as she explored the rumble, pushing away any large rocks 
with her hands instead of her feet. 


Unlike Raven, Lacroix seems content with walking around the place. 
The little pup started weaving in and out between the buildings, 
continuously picking up any random objects he could get his teeth on 
and carrying them towards Raven. He was strangely obedient and 
well trained for a stray. 


Hours of search and scavenging, the two finally made it towards the 
other side of the town and in front of the stone castle. Not exactly the 
picture of beauty and grandeur as the castles she had seen back at 
home, Everything was pretty banged up: cracks all over the 
structure, moss growing in patches, crumbling outer walls and 
towers, and a polluted moat that only circled the front half of the 
place. By the looks of it, the other half of the moat either dried up or 
was filled in. 


"Wow..." gasped Raven, staring up at the castle, the presence it had 
to it overwhelmed her. It was like a shroud of sadness covering it. 


Gaining her wits about, Raven started walking over towards the 
lowered drawbridge that led inside the walls. The moat stank 
something vile and the color was more grey than blue and had 
something swimming underneath it, what it was Raven didn't want to 
know. She pinched her nose closed and started running towards the 
other end; thankfully the drawbridge was still sturdy and intact 
despite the destruction and age around it. 


Pass the entrance arch and into the main ward, Raven found the 
grass of the ward reaching up to her waist. Sounds of buzzing filled 
the air; butterflies, bees and dragonflies flew far off in the distance 
over the grass, as well as the smell of pines from the forest looming 
behind the castle walls. She kept to the path that led up to the castle 
until she reached the main steps and was shocked to see the doors 
had already been open, apparently ripped off its hinges. Nature 
seems to have reclaimed the land the castle stood on as wild vines 
crawled up the outer walls and creeped inside the door. 


Once inside, she saw the true beauty of this old palace. Although the 
outside was weathered down and covered in vines, the inside almost 
seems to be frozen in time, if you ignored the cobwebs and layer of 
dust. Dated furnishing still shone brightly as if it was freshly crafted, 
the colors of the paintings and tapestries had not yet faded, the 
marble floor slightly cracked yet still smooth underneath her feet; 
truly a home for a grand royal family living in the mist of wealth and 
glamor until its destruction. 


"Hello?" called out Raven, her voice echoing throughout the room, 
"Anyone here?" 


Lacroix started barking, enjoying the echoing of his voice, while 
Raven started walking towards the center of the room, circling a few 
times to take everything in. She continued walking forward, entering 
the long, empty corridor in front of her until she reached the main 
hall. A massive room that was painted gold and brown with elegant 
trimmings on anything and everything and in the center stood a 
grand, oak carved staircase that loomed over Raven. 


Climbing up the staircase, Raven found herself facing a fairly wide 
hallway, furnished with dusty carpets, faded paintings, and a few 
table stands that held vases filled with dead flowers. There were only 
four doors in the hallway, all carved mahogany no less, and a dead 
end. By the looks of things, Raven believed she was entering the 
bedroom hallway. She walked up to the first door on the right, 
ignoring the gross feel of moldy carpet underneath. 


The first bedroom she entered was very elegantly decorated despite 
the dust and debris that's been collected over time. A large canopy 
bed dominated the room, surrounded by equally beautifully crafted 
furnishing that would have been amazing during its prime. Three 
dresser drawers, two vanities, a silk screen, small makeup 
containers and hair accessories on every flat surface, two closets 
and four cracked full length mirrors in total; Raven thought who ever 
owned this room must have been more obsessed over their 
appearance then Apple. 


Taking a quick tour around the place, Raven looked through the 
dressers but found them empty. Same thing with the closets and any 
other containers, nothing in them. She was about to leave when she 
spotted a large, green painted trunk tucked underneath the bed. 
Sliding it out, the sorceress found the box padlocked; with a swipe of 
her finger, Raven used her magic to break it open. 


"Oh thank pixie dust! Clothes!" exclaimed Raven, looking through the 
trunk, pulling out several outfits to examine them; she plucked out a 


medieval dress "A bit dated," then pulled out a stripped skirt, "And 
old, but they're still good. Maybe | can find some shoes." 


The next hour, Raven spends the time digging through the various 
trunks and dressers in the other rooms nearby, tossing any usable 
clothing onto a neatly folded pile. Skirts, dress, pants, shirts, she 
found plenty of them, but still no shoes. She took quick looks through 
the other rooms on the second floor and found three more 
bedrooms, a few bathrooms, two linen closets, a large library anda 
dusty and totally creepy storage room. After closing the door to the 
linen closet, she heard barking. Running back onto the tops of the 
steps, she spotted Lacroix jumping up and down near the window on 
the ground floor, barking loudly. 


"What is it, Lacroix?" asked Raven, walking down the stairs towards 
him, balancing the pile of towels in one hand and, with the other 
hand, petting him on the head to calm him down. 


Looking outside, Raven saw what had gotten Lacroix so worked up: 
a thick, black trail of smoke coming from the forest near the castle's 
entrance. Not very deep into the woods, just a dozen trees away 
from the stone path. 


"Smoke! That means people!" Raven cheered before bending down 
to scratch Lacroix underneath the chin, "Good boy, Lacroix. Maybe 
now we can get some answers." 


Racing down the steps and tossing the linens onto a nearby table, 
the two made their way near the smoke. The trip was shorter then 
she thought, mainly because she was so excite about finding 
someone. Finally, a living soul was going to help her figure out where 
the hex she was and, if she's lucky, how to get home! 


After diving into the woods, Raven finally found the source of the 

smoke: a ramshackle cottage covered in moss with its wooden walls 
rotting through. Walking up towards the front of the porch, careful not 
to step onto the decaying wood, and knocked on the door. At the first 


knock, the door swung open, letting out a burst of musty air, making 
her cough and cover her eyes. 


Peering inside, the sorceress saw how completely disgusting it was. 
The floor was littered with scraps of paper, spoiled food, broken 
dishes, stains of fairy godmother knows what, and turned over 
pottery. Wallpaper were peeling away, some were just barely 
hanging; old furnishers like rocking chairs, bookcases and tables 
looked incredibly fragile and threaten to fall apart at anytime. 
Everything was in a state of decay, even the floor underneath her 
bore cracks and loose nails. 


To the center left of the room was the fireplace, the only think in the 
cottage that looked halfway useable and decent. Inside was a 
roaring fire, the cause of the smoke trail outside, and it seemed to be 
cooking a large black pot hanging overhead. Raven wrinkled her 
nose as the smell of eggs, onions and old cured meats seem to 
emerge from it. 


"Hello?" called out Raven, taking a step inside the cabin, Lacroix 
mimicking the same motion. 


Silence answered back, giving the sorceress the courage to walk 
inside. Floorboards creaked underneath her steps, making them 
echo throughout the small structure. The air inside was thick, stuffy, 
almost as if she was being suffocated, the odor, too, was 
horrendous. It felt as if Someone was hiding rotting corpses 
underneath the floorboards. Raven frozed at that sickening thought, 
fairy godmother she hopes that wasn't the case. 


"Anyone home?" repeated Raven, taking a glance at the table: an 
axe, some papers, leaves and herbs in a basket, and some rusty 
knifes were on it. 


"WHO THE HELL ARE YOU?!" 


Raven gasped and turned around and almost screamed. Blocking 
the door was a hunched over, emaciated hag dressed in layers of 


rags, skin grey and rubbery with clumps of white hair around the top 
of her skull. Her yellowing teeth were set in a vicious scowl that sent 
shivers down Raven's back, her gnarling, gangrene fingers were 
wrapped around the end of a large butcher knife. 


But what was truly a horror were the large, horrible swollen buboes 
growing on her skin! Her arms, cheek, neck, legs and scalp were 
ridden with these ball-shaped growths; one was even the size of 
Raven's fist. It finally dawned on Raven that the woman was plague- 
ridden! Although Raven knew she was immune to such a disease, to 
see its effect on a person horrified her. 


"What are ye doing in my house?" hissed the hag. Raven cringed on 
how dry and rough her voice was and her breath wasn't exactly 
helping it either. Before anything else was said, the hag swung the 
knife at Raven, "GET OUT!" 


"AAAHHH!" screamed Raven as she sidestepped away from the 
crazy old woman, barely keeping her balance as she tripped over a 
few loose floorboards. Lacroix started barking and growling at the 
attacker, but being so small and non-threatening, he was kicked 
away. 


"Wretched shivering Jemmy!" shrieked the old woman, waving the 
butcher knife in the air, "Coming ‘ere to snatch some of my 
belongin's?! Or are ye some glocky, streaking dollymop comin’ to 
knap my brass?!" 


"Wha... no, I'm here to ask for someth-ack!" Raven ducked as the 
plague-ridden woman took another swing at her, nearly getting at her 
neck, "Please stop! Let me explain!" 


"Don't wanna hear some lies from a dollymop," she yelled, swinging 
the knife once more and nicked a piece of wood from the bookcase, 
"Get the hell out before | strip ye flesh and use ye bones for soup!" 


Raven ducked and, again, tripped over the floorboards, only this time 
she did fall. Landing on her hands, she bit her lips in pain as 


exposed nails scraped her palms, before rolling over and getting up 
again. Why was this day turning into such a pain-filled journey for 
her? Behind her, Lacroix had gotten up and stood in between the 
teen and the old hag, barking franticly and loudly. 


"Ye meddlesome runt!" she shrieked. She took a few swings at the 
pup but missed every time. Annoyed, she tossed the knife away then 
reaching for something on top of the desk 


Raven gasped as the woman had grabbed the handle of the dusty 
ax and lifted it up above her head, her eyes wild and full of anger. 
Tightening the grip, the old hag started to swing the ax towards 
Lacroix. She was going to kill him! Gathering her strength, Raven 
shot up from the ground and screamed. 


"ENOUGH!" yelled Raven, throwing her hands in the air, sending a 
wave of purple and black across the room. The force shattered the 
ax to pieces, pushed the woman back onto the rocking chair behind 
her, destroying the bookcase, smashing the windows and throwing a 
few miscellaneous object around the room. Slowly, the sparks 
started fizzing out until all that was left was the soft crackling in the 
alr. 


The old crone had a look mixed between being frighten and amazed, 
"Wha... what matter of sorcery be this?!" She looked up, her piercing 
black eyes stared straight into Raven, almost in wonder, "An 
enchantress? | thought all the enchantresses in the land had died 
out!" 


Died out ? Did that mean that there wasn't any spell casters left in 
this world, wherever she was? If that was true, Raven could be in big 
trouble; "Uh, look | didn't mean to trespass into your home, | just 
need to know where | am." 


"Answer the question, dollymop!" yelled the woman, her anger 
setting back in as she grabbed another knife on the table and 

pointed it at her, "Are ye or not a enchantress or some type of 
witch?" 


"Yes, | am a... uh, enchantress," replied Raven. Although 
enchantress were seen in a more benevolent light back in her fairy- 
tale obsessed world, like the Blue Fairy and the Fairy Godmothers, 
that didn't mean she wanted to be called a witch, or any of the lesser 
pleasing names. Being called a witch was an insult to Raven, she 
didn't spend her time cooking evil potions or conjuring devilish 
minions, those were her mother's hobbies. 


"I'm not here to hurt or harm you in any way," continued the maroon 
and black haired girl, "I just need some help. Please, just a few 
minutes of your time and I'll get out of your hair, out of your life, just 
Spare a few answers." 


The old woman slowly lowered her knife, scanning up and down at 
Raven, taking several glances at the growling puppy next to the 
young girl's feet. She clicked her tongue and before examining the 
destruction that Raven's magic had caused to her home then looked 
down at her arm. A large white bulb had been growing and before 
Raven could blink, the woman cut it open, pus pouring through the 
wound. Raven had to look away from the disturbing sight so as to 
not vomit. Now she knew what the stains on the floor were. 


"Alright Judy," hissed the old crone, tossing the knife to the side and 
started wrapping up her wound, "But ye gonna be answering my 
questions first! Who are ye and what in the seven hells possessed 
ye to come to near me Black Death ridden home? Some equally 
glocky gegor dare you to?" 


"Uh, no," answered Raven, not fully understanding what the woman 
was saying, "I'm... uh, new in the area, so | really don't know where | 
am?" 


"Mmmm, and why are ye dressed like a common shivering Jemmy?" 
she asked, picking up a rotting walking crane to point at her 
nightgown. 


Raven's face twisted in confusion, "Uhh, shivering Jemmy? | don't 
really know who or what that is..." 


"It means ‘half-naked beggar,’ girl," replied the woman, pointing her 
cane at the sorceress’ torn and filthy nightgown, "Walking around in 
that tattered garment, anyone would mistake ye for a whore looking 
for her John." 


Raven felt her face turn apple red, "Oh godmother, no! I'm not that 
kind of girl! This is just my nightgown that got messed up when | 
came here! | swear I'm not a... you know." 


Prostitutes, whore, street walkers, what-ever-after you want to call 
them, just the mention of them is just as taboo as 'change' back in 
Ever After. These types of people were part of the seedier parts of 
town, the area of Ever After that was well hidden in the dark and kept 
away from the 'Happily-Ever-After' sunny, happy, good part of their 
world. But Raven was very familiar with that part of town, it was a 
part of her mother's world. 


Back when she was a youngling, her mother, the Evil Queen, would 
drag her daughter down to the darker side of Ever After to get her 
familiar with 'her types of people’ as her mother would say. Robbers, 
thugs, bandits, villains, scammers, the whole lot of them always 
gathered to these seedy parts of the land. People like that always 
scared Raven, mainly because she was still a kid when she was 
taken and knew these people were dangerous, but she also pitied 
them also. Especially the prostitutes. 


How awful it must have been to know that this was their destiny: to 
live the rest of your life as a toy to other people's desires and whims, 
no one caring how people treated you or if you got hurt. It always 
angered her when Apple talked about following your destiny and 
embracing it, no matter what it is. Of course she would say that, she 
has a wonderful destiny, but these people... I'm sure they would like 
a say in what they want to be in life. That was just another reason 
why she rebelled against ‘destiny’. 


"Okay, and what are ye doing with a wolf-pup by ye side," spoke the 
old crone, "A pet of yours? If he is, ye ain't doing a very good job of 
taking care of 'im." 


"Wolf-pup? He's a wolf?" Raven glanced down at Lacroix, now 
panting and wagging his tail as he looked up at her. Now that she 
looked closer at him, she realized that the old woman was right, he 
was a wolf! Large, almond shaped eyes, black claws and paws, fur, 
rounded ears with fur inside. How did she miss that? 


"Half naked and clueless, bad mix for ya, deary," the old crone 
rocked back and forth in her chair, "Yer just lucky that 'e likes ya and 
the mother wasn't around to rip ye limb from bloody limb." 


"Actually, | found him near the desert wasteland on the outskirts of 
this place and very malnourished. Pretty sure he was orphaned," 
replied Raven. 


The woman sighed, "Mother is most likely dead. His type wouldn't 
survive in that terrain. A hunter must have killed his pack and left 
him. Too young to make into a fur coat and too small to kill for meat." 


Raven gulped, "They... do that?" 


"Ye really ain't from around here, are ya?" respond the old crone, 
"Wolves are open season aroun’ these parts. If they ain't in a pack of 
strong beasts, then they ain't gonna survive for long." 


"Oh..." whispered Raven, looking down at Lacroix, who was looking 
up to her. 


She wasn't like Cerise. She wasn't part wolf, she couldn't talk to him 
and if he could talk to her, she wouldn't understand him. How old 
was he when he lost his pack? Cerise had told her that an orphan 
wolf often was the saddest and loneliest of animals because his pack 
was his entire family; mother, father, siblings, relatives and possible 
future brides. Now they were gone. Lacroix was alone. 


Well, maybe not alone, he had Raven. But Raven didn't feel like she 
was up for the challenge of raising a wolf. Wolves weren't puppies. 
Heck, she's never even raised a dog! Her mother always turned 
them into rats before she got the chance. Kneeling down, Raven 


hugged Lacroix; she'll have to learn, she was probably all he had 
left. 


"Eh, ye seem like an okay sort of bird," stated the old crone, 
spooking Raven back to reality, "Even if you are dressed for the 
business of pleasure and cardinal sin, a good bird still. My name is 
Claravira, medicine woman of the kingdom of Florensol. At least | 
was. 


"Florensol..." murmured Raven; she's never heard of a place or 
kingdom with that name, not in her school books or in her ancestors’ 
records of places they've conquered. "Is this where | am, the 
kingdom of Florensol?" 


" Was, dear child, was," said Claravira, poking the flickering fire with 
a nearby fire poker, "Take a seat and | shall tell ye the odd and tragic 
tale of how this once flourishing empire fell to decay because of a 
selfish and whorish princess." 


Raven looked around for a seat and pulled up an old clothing chest 
nearby before helping Lacroix up. Claravira grabbed another log of 
wood from the basket then chucked it into the fireplace, watching it 
engulf in flames, then removed and replaced the lid on the pot to 
remove the bubbling. She took out a wooden carved mortar and 
pestle under her chair, tossing in herbs Raven recognized as sage, 
wormwood, balm and coriander, and began grinding it. She could 
hear Claravira saying something under her breath about wanting 
some 'mecks' before she took a deep breath and cleared her throat. 


"Let's see, where to start..." murmured Claravira, "Years ago, when 
was | young and spry as a spring chicken, my home was here, in the 
kingdom of Florensol, a prosperous and wonderful place, the envy of 
other countries and dynasties. | was so proud to be a part of this 
land. Youngest of my generation to become an apprentice to the 
land's best doctor. Even got to live in the castle that stood over our 
town like a god looking over his people. Our farms flourished, mining 
brought gems and semi-precious stones, had the best and most 


advance medicine in the world and families grew happy and 
protected from the evils of the outside." 


"Truly it was paradise in its time, and it was all thanks to our ruler, 
King Edward of the Sun. Took the throne at age 16, the youngest 
king this land has ever had, but what he lacked in experience at the 
time, he made up for it with his intelligence and generosity. Unlike 
other kings, Edward would physically help where help was needed: 
in the farms, the mines, in transportation and even in the blacksmith. 
He showed his people that he wasn't just some figurehead but a real 
person, just like ye and I. 


In addition to his leadership skills and power, King Edward was also 
quite a catch; had many young maidens from every social circle 
competing for his hand. And in the end, a bride was eventually 
chosen: the daughter of the kingdom's Knight Commander, 
Sophiana. Truly a beauty to behold, with long golden hair, sun-kissed 
skin and bright brown eyes. Talented too, dancing and singing and 
playing such heavenly tunes on the piano. Us women envied her so, 
but love her just as well. And like her husband, she helped out 
physically in town, mainly in the schools and the orphanages. Such 
happy times those were." 


Claravira stopped and sucked in her breath, her mouth a tight line, 
"But all that changed when Sophiana gave birth to that... thing! 
Akelia was its name, Princess Akelia, the first and only child of the 
king and queen. A sweet thing when young, like other kids. Like to 
play, like to explore, such innocence it had. Until it got older, it 
became rotten, vain and selfish. Not a care for others, only for itself 
and its needs. Got a deep taste for physical desires that thing did, 
never valued things like purity or chastity, slept with any man that 
she could trapped with in her web. Young and old, healthy and sick, 
clean or dirty, she didn't care. Never did. 


"Her parents were clueless, her mum especially. Sophiana lived a 
hard live through poverty so she ain't want her kid growing like she 
did. Spoiled her uncontrollably, sadly that was her undoing. A 
neighboring prince fell hard for her and asked the king for their 


daughter's hand in marriage and they accept. Went over to his land 
to announce the 'happy' engagement. And then, as the younglings 
would say, all hell broke loose. During the party, the princess and her 
fiancée's younger brother snuck out to have their own fun in the 
stables. The eldest prince saw it and... well, you know nothing good 
came out that. 


"Declared war on the princess's land. It may seem harsh for a crime 
like that, but these kingdom where once bitter enemies and this 
engagement was to mend the old wounds. But when the bitch did 
what she did, the old wounds were ripped open. No one was 
prepared for the attack; it was the next day after the party that the 
prince ordered the armies to attack. Our army was small had half 
were sent to the party for protect, the other half were just new 
recruits with experience. Can still remember the day, | was fifty years 
old and watching my son and husband sword fighting outside our 
cottage in the woods and me daughter, just turning into a mere 17 
year old maiden, had headed towards the town square to sell our 
medicine. By the time the sun had reached the center sky, the 
armies had arrived Naturally my son and lover went to fetch our 
daughter and told me to Say inside, | wanted to help but | obeyed my 
husband. Now looking back, our home was concealed by the trees 
and gave us protection from the enemy's eyes. But | took no 
pleasure is staying back and watching our entire land killed off. 


"They brought guns, arrows, bombs and diseases. Yes, diseases. In 
order to keep all the people from escaping into the forest, they had 
their wizards to create the crumbling wall you see now, separating 
the town and the forest. Only anyone that touched it would be 
infected with the plague," Raven gasped and looked at the cuts on 
her hands, "Calm yourself, the wall's plague spell is long gone. It 
was only temporary until all the people where killed off. Bad for me 
for being so foolish to think | could climb over it though. But even 
with the wall in place, it didn't stop me from viewing, up in the trees, 
the savagery." 


"That was twenty years ago and still can remember the screams of 
the citizens as their homes burned to the ground, the smell of death 
and flesh filling the airs and the haunting sight of the tortured souls 
killed off like lambs towards the slaughter. All because of that spoiled 
brat! They cursed her name, cursed her name as they ran, as they 
burn, and as they breathe their last breath. Until only | and my 
plague ridden home was left standing. The soldiers, they left; pack 
up their weapons and loot and left. Never gave a second glance 
towards the bodies they marched over, the lives they murder and the 
kingdom left to ruin. And my family... well, | never saw them again." 


Claravira stopped and sucked in a breath, her body quivered and 
Raven could see the inkling of tears in the corner of her eyes, "And 
that's the tale. Still can remember, every gruesome detail to the last 
blood drop shed. Its days like this that | wonder if | should be livin’ at 
all. If my life is worth something if this is what | have to deal with: 
loneliness and memory sharpen then me knifes. Thought of ending it 
all but... don't have to guts to do it. To scared of seein’ Mr. Death or 
afraid that offin' myself will send me down instead of up. Either way, 
I'm livin’ in my own Hell, and Death will come for my sooner or later 


anyway." 


Raven was shaking as she took all the information in, "Wha... what 
happen to the king and queen?" she asked, almost afraid of the 
answers, "A... and the princess! What were is she now?" 


Claravira took another deep breath, "From what | heard, King 
Edward was publicly beheaded in the neighboring kingdom. Stripped 
naked, strapped into the guillotine and off went his head. As for his 
queen, she was kept as a slave to the enemy but committed suicide 
after witness her husband's beheaded. Hung herself in her room." 


"As for the whore known as Princess Akelia," hissed the old crone, 
before suddenly laughing, "Her punishment was just! Stripped of her 
fineries and ship off seas. Far away to become a concubine to a 
foreign king. What could be better then living her days doing what 
she did best, spreading her legs? Only it ain't be for any man she 
wants, lest she wish for an early grave." 


Raven cringed at the woman's laughter; dark and full of vile 
satisfaction, almost like her mother's laugh when she had successful 
poisoned Wonderland and its residents. While Raven did feel like the 
princess's punishment was deserving, she didn't want it to be so 
harsh and tormenting. Death and imprisonment would have suited 
fine, but being forced to be a concubine! She didn't even want to 
image the mental anguish she was suffering now. 


"Wow..." breath Raven, not really sure what else to say, "Umm, 
well... thanks for the information. At least | now know where | am. 
Now | just need to find a spell book or something to help me get 
home..." 


"The castle," Claravira cut off, "Look in the castle's vast libraries. 
Royal family used to have four or five in there, might have what ye 
looking for." 


"Really!" exclaimed Raven, remember the room full of books she 
found back there, "Oh my godmother, thank you!" 


"Good, now get!" hissed Claravira, pointing a bony finger towards the 
door. 


Raven was taken aback, "Excuse me?" 


"Get out of me home! Black Death lives within these walls and will be 
crawling into your body and taint your youthful flesh. Live in the 
abandon castle, despite its appearance, it is habitable in some of the 
rooms. Check the trunks and drawers for blankets and clothing. Go 
bathe in the creek behind the palace to cleanse yourself." 


"But wait, | still have questions..." started Raven but was cut off by 
the woman's wagging finger. 


"Deaf are ya now?! | said get!" shrieked Claravira, reaching for her 
knife, "Or I'll get you before the disease does!" 


Raven took the hint, grabbed Lacroix and ran out of the hut. Despite 
the rocks tearing at her feet, she didn't stop until she was near the 
center of the town's ruins. The cackling of Claravira echoed 
throughout the place, sending shivers down the girl's spine, clutching 
the tiny wolf closer to her body. 


Taking several deep breaths, Raven made her way back to the 
castle, hissing a few times because of her bleeding feet. The walk 
felt longer then it was, most of the time she had to stop to pluck a 
rock or twig from the underside of her feet. Once inside, she softly 
rubbed her bleeding feet on the cold marble floor, wiping away the 
dirt and blood. Getting a towel she found earlier, Raven made her 
way towards the creek in the back. 


Bathing in a creek wasn't exactly what Raven hoped for as a source 
of washing off. Apparently the bathrooms of the castle were either 
destroyed or far too rusted to be of use and the houses of the town 
folks were also ransacked and unusable. But it wasn't so bad; the 
creek behind the castle was actually hidden behind some of the taller 
trees, provided some cover for her while she bathed. 


Stripping away her nightgown, Raven slowly walked into the water, 
thankfully the water was heated by the sun. It reached all the way up 
to her waist so she had to crouch a bit to get her entire body 
submerged. The water is crystal clean, with tiny flowers floating at 
the top, giving the water a pleasant aroma of pines and crab apple. 
Lacroix stood at the edge of the creek on some large boulders, 
taking a few sips but not really jumping in. 


' Never thought I would miss indoor plumbing so much, ' thought 
Raven, falling deeper into the water until it was under her nose, ' But 
this isn't so bad .' 


By the time Raven had finished her bath, the sun had started to set 
over the tree tops. Wrapping the cloth around her tiny frame, she 
and Lacroix quickly ran back into the castle, making sure to jump 
over any rocks in the path so to not scar her feet anymore then they 
already are. Once inside, Raven went straight for the pile of clothing 


she found and picked a long white nightgown, a two thin scrap of 
fabric and headed straight for the bedrooms. 


Raven had picked the red room with the canopy bed, which she 
deemed was probably the princess's bedroom. It was the least dusty 
of them and the bed was in pretty good shape compared to 
everything else. After replacing the sheets and covers with a set 
much cleaner, then using the fabric scraps to wrap around her feet, 
Raven pulled out the nightgown she grabbed and inspected it. It 
looked more like an oversized dress-shirt her father wore but plainer 
and with long sleeves. 


"Heh, not really my style," told Raven to Lacroix, "But | guess it will 
have to do." 


Changing into the nightgown, Raven jumped into feather mattress 
and tossed the cover over her body. Lacroix crawled up towards the 
bed and manage to jump onto it without any assistance. He made 
himself comfortable in the second pillow and curled up his body. 
Raven petting him gently before letting out a loud yawn and fell back 
onto the pillow. 


"Wow, I'm more tired then | though," said Raven, scratching the wolf 
pup underneath his chin, "Well this is day one, Lacroix. Tomorrow 
we'll check the library for something that can help us. Claravira said 
that wizards and witches used to visit here, maybe there's a book or 
journal mention some spells." 


The wolf pup yawns and succumbed to sleep, leaving Raven alone 
with her thoughts. She sighs and laid on her back, staring up at the 
top of the canopy bed, tracing the narrative embroidery with her 
eyes. From the looks of it, it was the story of how a prince won the 
hand of a princess by completing three challenges and killing what 
looked to be an evil sorcerer. Great, even in another world they're 
still fairy tales here about the 'good' royals and the ‘evil’ spell casters 
or hunters or what-ever-after they had to blame their problems or 
issues or because they had to have some sort of villain in their tales. 


As she slowly slipped into her dreamland, Raven made a mental 
note to rip off the canopy top. She didn't care if she wrecked the 
thing, she just didn't want to be reminded of destiny or want could be 
her fate when she returns home. She wondered how Maddie and the 
other rebels were doing. Where they okay? Did they worry? Had her 
father been informed? Was there... 


Her train of though cease as Raven Queen feel asleep. 


Definitely a very long chapter, made it to make up for my late 
update, also rushed a bit in some parts of the story. Classes 
have gotten very harsh so I'll be late with the updates but | 
going to put my all in this fic even if it kills me! And I'll try to get 
into my other fics as well and get back to post drawing on dA 
again. Since Raven is daughter of a witch/enchantress (I guess 
you can call the Evil Queen a enchantress 'cause of her 
powers), she's immune to diseases, she can still get sick, just 
nothing life threatening. Also, Claraviras's speaking will change 
over time from old time Victorian/Edwardian slang to normal 
talk and such. She mainly talks like that due to lack of human 
contact for years. 


Alsom haven really got around to reading the EAH book so... 
yeah. Also, PM if there are any misspelled words or grammar 
errors. I'm trying to find them all myself but it's difficult. 
Slang: 

Shivering Jemmy - a half naked begger 

glocky - half-wit 

gegor - begger 

brass - money 


dollymop - a prostitute 


Judy - a female prostitute 
knap - to steal 
mecks - wine 


Read and Review, they're greatly appreciated :D 


The Vanishing Act 


Chapter 3: 


The Vanishing Act 


Nights as Ever After High were the quietest and most peaceful in the 
land, nothing stir, not even the mice that frequent the halls of the 
many princesses or Melody Piper. The only sound that could be 
heard was the chimes of the grandfather clock in the main building, 
signaling the arrival of each hour on the dot. But in the dorms, the 
entire student body and staff slept soundly, all dreaming of their 
destinies or, in the Rebel's causes, their own destinies. 


So when the horrific screams of Raven Queen echoed out of the 
entire building, you can believe that every student either jumped or 
fell out of bed. Princesses began shrieking in panic, sons of heroes 
began grabbing their weapons and shields and other common fairy 
tale characters began tossing on robes and peeking outside of their 
rooms. The more courageous or, in the case of the Wonderlandiers, 
crazier students ran outside their dorm rooms and headed towards 
the source of the scream. 

"Oh my godmother, did you hear that?!" 

"Sounds like it came from the Great Halls!" 

"Who's screaming?" 

"It sounded like Raven Queen!" 

"Is she being attack?" 

"Did she finally snap?!" 


"It's so late! Why is she even up at this time?" 


"This is killing into my beauty sleep!" 
"What's going on?!" 


As the students raced out of their rooms, the staff on duty, meaning 
the janitors, were already awake and turning on the main power 
lights, flooding the school with lights. The sudden overflow of lights 
blinded some of the students, causing them to bump, stumble and 
trip over one another, but the rest kept going. Once they gathered 
their Surroundings and pinpointed where the scream came from, the 
students manage to make their way towards the Mirror Hall. With 
their eyes adjusted to the lights, then frozen at the mess that awaited 
them. 


Murmurs started again as everyone survey the area: shattered glass 
everywhere, sparkling purple static bouncing against the broken 
shards and, more horrifically, blood. Not much, but a sizable puddle 
of blood in the center of it all. Some of girls, mainly the princess, let 
out a horrified gasp and faint, landing in the arms of their nearby 
classmates. The sons and daughters of heroes quickly raised their 
weapons as if some impending danger was going to strike at them. 
Everyone else either backed away, cowered or started whispering to 
one another, as if they could find the answers from each other. 


Several seconds later, from the opposite side of the hallway, strolled 
in the teachers, looked haggard and disheveled as the students. 
However, they were more alert and angry. "What is the meaning of 
this!?" exclaimed Headmaster Grimm, looking beet-red in the face, 
"Who was screaming?! Who is responsible for this mess?! Why are 
all of you here?! Why... !" 


"Why not take a breath first Milton?" grumbled Baba Yaga, "We don't 
need anyone else fainting now. Pretty sure most of the princess have 
done their part." 


Milton, aggravated but short of breath, did as he was told and took a 
deep breath, effectively calming himself down. He took a hard look at 
the room; the disheveled students in nightwear, the expensive 


broken mirror, the blood and the faint smell of burning flesh. In total: 
nothing good. Headmaster Grimm cleared his throat, "Now, can 
someone please explain to me why you are all out of your rooms and 
what happen here?" 


Silence greeted him as most of the students either looked ashamed 
or fearful of the man. After a few seconds, a freshman princess 
spoke up, "Uh... we heard someone screaming and ran out here." A 
male voice, future hero, then shouted out "It sounded like Raven 
Queen!" Soon all the students were murmuring, all agree with the 
statement. 


Maddie pushed her way through the front of the crowd as 
Headmaster Grimm began to call out Raven's name. Some of the 
students parted way for her, making it a bit easier, but most where 
still half asleep and thus hobbling over each other, threatening to fall 
and crush the nearest person to them. After squeezing through the 
last row of student, the Hatter's daughter finally saw the scene in all 
its chaotic nature and spotted something flash in the corner of her 
eye. In the center of the mess of glass and blood stood a familiar 
amethyst ring, its silver band broken and stained with blood. Maddie 
recognized the jewelry as she had seen it a hundred times on the 
finger of her best friend. 


"Raven's ring!" gasped Maddie, running towards the tiny ring lying in 
the center of the mess. 


Headmaster Grimm quickly grabbed Maddie by the arm before she 
could take another step towards the mess, "Miss Hatter! What in 
Godmother's name are you doing?!" 


Just then, Earl Gray popped out of tea hat, jumped to the floor and 
towards the ring Maddie mention. He picked it up with his tea and 
dragged it towards Maddie, weaving through the broken glass and 
blood drops. The Hatter's daughter picked up the ring from the 
mouse's tiny hands. The ring was cold but the blood, still wet and 
marking her fingers, was warm. The torn in the band was ragged, 


shards pointing out like tiny daggers, almost as it was destroyed by 
lightening. Or magic... 


But the ring was then yanked from her fingers and into the thick 
fingers of Headmaster Grimm. "Miss Hatter, what do you think you 
are doing taking evidence?" He glared fiercely at her, but she took 
no notice as she was more intent on getting the ring back. 


"But that ring," stated Maddie, reaching out for the tiny jewelry, "It's 
Raven's. | recognize it anywhere!" 


She ignored the shocked gasped as Headmaster Grimm spoke to 
her, "Ah, so Miss Queen is responsible for this. And now she's 
missing..." Maddie frowned, was that really what the Headmaster 
was going to focus on? Did he just disregard the blood on the ring or 
the possibility that Raven could be hurt? 


"Coach Gingerbreadman, please rally a search party,” order the 
Headmaster, pocketing the bloody ring in his robe, "We'll start in the 
Enchanting Forest and go from there." 


Grimm turned to the students "Everyone go back to the dorms, 
classes are cancelled for today!" 


Students started to whisper as they headed towards their rooms, 
glancing back at the blood drops and shattered glass one last time. 
The Rebel shared a worried glance with one another, all wondering 
what had happen to their leader and if she was okay. The Royals 
were a mixture of confusion and annoyance; nothing like this had 
ever happen at Ever After High, a student's disappearance was as 
foreign as student not pledging their destiny. Then they remember it 
was Raven Queen, some with more unflattering opinions thought this 
was some cruel prank by her. 


"She is the Evil Queen's daughter," one Royal whispered, "It would 
be just like her to do something like this." 


A few nearby Rebels glared at her but kept silent as they walk back 
towards their rooms. Once the students were out of view, the 
teachers started an investigation of the scene. Some of them 
suggested calling the royal guards to take over the search but Milton 
shushed them, saying he wouldn't bother any of the good royalty by 
having them waste time looking for a troubled teen that is probably 
hiding somewhere. 


After ordering the janitors to clean up the mess, Milton put the staff in 
group and suggested various location on where Raven could have 
gone to. One group was sent to search the grounds around the 
school while the other was sent to check inside the school to see if 
Raven had hide in one of the classes or bathrooms. Immediately the 
groups scatter to their spots in hope of fixing the mess quickly then 
getting back to bed before the sun came up. 


Milton made it clear that no one was to report anything outside of the 
school until notifying him, meaning that no parents or outside 
influence were to be called or brought in until they went by him. No 
sense of causing an uproar due to an unruly student as Milton put it 
bluntly. Once the janitors had straighten up the room, replacing the 
mirror and cleaning up the blood, the Headmaster headed towards 
his office to collect his thought and get some peace and quiet before 
the day began. 


"Hopefully Miss Queen will be found,” muttered Milton, "Then she 
can start serving out her punishment for causing such a ruckus and 
damaging school property." 


Meanwhile, all the students arrived safely at their dorms, though 
none of them went back to sleep, too shocked or worried about the 
news of a student disappearing. Some reach towards their 
Spellphones to call their parents, other reached to their MirrorPads 
and began blogging about what happen, and few started talking with 
their roommates, gossiping and wondering what had happen and 
what was coming. 


Apple White was beyond nervous. Pacing back and forth, her mind a 
whirlwind in her head and her hands over her mouth, trying her 
hardest not to breakout in a sob. Raven was missing! Her roommate, 
future frenemy and Ever After's future Evil Queen was gone! And the 
worse part was it was probably her fault! 


' Oh no! What have | done?! ?' thought Apple, shaking her head as 
she paced from one side of the room to the next. 


' What if Raven really did go poof?! Like Headmaster Grimm said! 
What if she's gone for good?! What will happen to my story?! Oh, 
why did | have to lock Raven out? And that blood! What if she's 
hurt?! Am I going to be next?! Where... ' 


Loud knocking broke Apple out of her mini-inner panic attack. She 
turned her head towards the door, but made no motion of getting 
near it, "W-Who is it?" she called out. 


"Apple. It's me, Maddie," recognized the Wonderlandier's voice in a 
more somber tone then her chipper one, "Can | come in and ask you 
something." 


"Uh... sure! Hold on," answered Apple, walking over to unlock the 
door. She had already lost her roommate by locking her out, she 
didn't want a second disappearance on her conscience. 


Maddie smiled half-heartily at Apple, still dressed in her pajamas and 
Earl Gray sitting calmly on her shoulders. Looking down, the future- 
Snow White sees that the Wonderlandier's fingers were still had 
specks of blood from when she handled the ring. She made a mental 
note not to shake Maddie's hand for a while. 


"Maddie, hello," said Apple, straightening herself up and trying to 
hide her nervousness, "Are you okay?" 


Maddie didn't reply but instead said, "Apple, | know you were the last 
people to see Raven, you're her roommate after all. Please tell me, 


do you know what happen to Raven. Or at least why she was in the 
school and not in the dorm?" 


Apple kept her face in a calm motion, but on the inside she was 
screaming. What could she possible say? Should she lie? Just say 
that Raven went out for a drink and didn't return, half of it was the 
truth anyway. But lying wasn't a very Queen-ly thing to do, especially 
to someone as nice as Maddie. 


And if she told the truth? Apple feared that people would look down 
at her. She, the future-Snow White, did something so childish and 
mean, locking Raven out of her room in the middle of the night and 
caused her to go missing. Well, maybe not 'cause' but if Raven had 
been allowed back inside, she wouldn't have wander into the school 
where Fairy Godmother knows what happen to her. Apple bit the 
inside of her check and replied. 


"Raven got up in the middle of the night to get some water." It was 
the truth, sort of. Raven did leave the room to get some water. 


"And she didn't come back?" asked Maddie. 
Apple swallowed, "No." 


Maddie's shoulders dropped, "That doesn't sound like Raven. She 
hates traveling at night. And why would she go to the school when 
there's a water fountain down the hall? This doesn't make sense." 


Apple didn't say anything, just stared at Maddie as she talked, the pit 
of her stomach growing more and more queasy with each passing 
second. Her heartbeats echoing in her ears, drowning out Maddie's 
voice as she continues with her questions, sometimes to Apple, 
other times to herself and Earl Gray. 


Eventually, when Maddie realize that she wasn't going to get another 
answer from Apple, she sighed and bid the future Queen goodnight 
and walked away. Closing the door, Apple laid her back against the 
wood, sliding down until she was curled up in a ball. Memories of a 


deep, dank well and almost drowning flooded Apple. No amount of 
blankets, hugs or cute woodland creatures will help make the knot in 
her stomach unravel. 


But instead of seeing her youngling self in the well, she saw Raven. 
Water rising higher and higher until it was at her neck, her body 
thrashing about, pounding and scraping at the walls until her skin 
were raw and bloody. Mouth open, a silent scream and last gasp for 
air before the water swallowed her whole. Apple throat felt so dry 
and her head so light, but she kept herself pressed against the door 
as if the feel of the cold oak wood reassured her that she existed. 


All the anger and disappointment she felt towards Raven and her 
rebellion turned to fear. Fear that Raven may be gone for good. 
What will happen to her now, to her story? How will she be the future 
Queen when there was no Evil Queen to poison her or her true 
love's kiss? Will some else take Raven's place as the Evil Queen? 
But even if that was possible, wouldn't that disrupt someone else's 
fairy tale? What about future heirs? How can there be a future Evil 
Queen for her daughter if Raven was gone? So many questions and 
doubts spin in her head as the uncertainty of her future became 
clearer. 


Apple held her head, feeling light headed and her stomach turning 
every which way. She staggered to her feet and tossed herself on 
the bed. Her future was in danger, there was no defined path 
anymore. There was a possibility that her future as Snow White was 
gone! If she wasn't Snow White, who was she then? Being Snow 
White was everything to her, it was what she was destiny to be, what 
everyone expected of her. 


Now... what was going happen to her? 


With the sun just peeking over the horizon, the teachers and staff 
finished their second rounds around the ground of Ever After High 
without success. The lands surrounded Ever After High was large 
and vast and the school employed a handful of teachers, some of 


which had been actual Royals giving their own time to teach the 
students such as King Charming and the White Queen. However, it 
was a virtually needle-in-a-haystack searching for a student in the 
grounds and forest of Ever After, especially one that dressed darkly 
and hid in the shadows quite well. 


Big Bad Wolf, by far the largest and strongest of the teachers, 
trekked down path leading from the Enchanted Forest and the Dark 
Forest and back towards the school. He's group was tasked with 
searching both forest for the wayward student but had come up 
empty. Up ahead was Baba Yaga, coming back from her chicken 
legged-home with her crystal ball resting on her lap. The item was 
cloudy and no amount of spells, chants or incantations had cleared it 
up to reveal the location of Raven Queen. 


Although the two were not exactly ‘friends’, Wolf could not help to 
speak to the old witch, if only to break the unbearable silence, "Did 
the teachers find anything of Miss Queen?" 


"As if those headless chickens could do anything useful," sneered 
Baba Yaga, "Every minute I'm hearing one of them scream or shout 
or break something! You think since they work with future princesses 
they'd be more graceful and calm. Any luck on your end, Wolf?" 


"Nothing," huffed the Big Bad Wolf, standing on his hind legs, 
"There's no trace of Miss Queen for miles. The only scent of hers | 
can pick up is from her dorms to the mirror, then nothing.” 


"And my crystal ball shows me nothing," replied Baba Yaga, her nails 
lightly tapping the cloudy object in question. 


"Milton won't be too happy about this." 
"When is that stiff, stickler for rules ever happy?" 
By the time the two made their way towards the Headmaster's office, 


there was already a small group of teachers crowding the doorway, 
each reporting the same: nothing. No hide or hair of Miss Raven 


anywhere. Milton Grimm frowned at the staff, not at all satisfied with 
the news. Why, oh, why did Raven Queen have to cause so much 
trouble?! Why couldn't she just accept her destiny as the future Evil 
Queen and follow the rules like a good evil child? Why did she rebel 
against her story and put the other fairytales in jeopardy? As if 
dealing with Rebels wasn't irritating enough, now the cause and 
leader of the rebellion has completely disappeared and his staff 
could not find hide nor hair of where she has gone. 


"This is unacceptable! Keep looking, I'm sure she's here 
somewhere," ordered the Headmaster, "We can't have a student 
going missing. It will frighten the students and look bad on the 
school." He turned to Mr. Wolf, "Check outside the school grounds, 
but be discrete about it." He then turn to Baba Yaga, "Go help the 
teachers search the school again. If she still isn't found then call the 
Good King." 


The collective staff sighed and return to searching the grounds. Baba 
Yaga stayed the longest if only to glare at Grimm before leaving with 
the other teachers to search the classes. But even a third search 
brought up nothing. Baba Yaga's crystal ball was still clouded and 
the Big Bad Wolf could not detected any fresher scent of the young 
girl the further he went into the woods. Some of the teachers asked 
Headmaster Grimm if they should contact You-Know-Who ask where 
her daughter had gone. 


One scathing look was all it took to shut that question down 
permanently. 


"This is ridiculous," hissed Baba Yaga, going over the Muse-ic room 
for a third time, "Raven Queen is nowhere to be found and we are 
wasting our time with this search!" 


"You give up too quickly!" stated Maid Marian, searching behind the 
bookcase, "What if she's hurt or kidnapped?! What if she's in 
danger?!" 


"All the better for the Kings' guards to take over the investigation," 
replied the old crone, slamming shut another closet door for the nth 
time, "We're teachers, not the police force! Instead of wasting time, 
time that could be spend for the guards doing a throughout 
investigation, Milton has us cleaning up the whole mess and hiding it 
away, hoping his precious Royals will live out their destiny and the 
Rebels will soon fall back into their place." 


"How can you say that Miss Yaga!" squawked Maid Marian, "How 
can you say just harsh thing about the Headmaster. He cares about 
all students..." 


Baba Yaga sneered, "Like Milton actually cares about Miss Queen. If 
| hear correctly, he was worried how the disappearance might affect 
the school's reputation rather than if Miss Queen was actually in 
distress." 


"Miss Yaga! Don't think so harshly on Headmaster Grimm," clucked 
Counselor Mother Goose, "I'm sure he is worried about Miss 
Queen's wellbeing just as much as everyone else." 


The elder witch gave a frightening cackle before turning her back on 
the two women, floating out of the room, "The day Milton cares about 
a rebellious student like Raven Queen, will be the day | give up my 
witchcraft." 


As the sun rose comfortable into the sky, the inhabitants of Ever 
After started to rise and greet the morning day. Birds started singing, 
shop stores flipped the CLOSED signs to OPEN, and the smell of 
breakfast filled the air. However, despite the normality happening 
outside the walls of Ever After High, the school had a cloud of dread 
and anxiety hanging over it. The students, not wanting to wallow in 
the unknown, started getting up, getting dress and heading towards 
town hoping to rid of their troubles at their favorite café or shop. 


Teachers watched them leave the dorms as they continued the 
fruitless search for Miss Queen. Hours passed by before the groups 
decided they had enough of walking around aimlessly and headed 


back towards the school. Already Headmaster Grimm was waiting for 
them, standing at the front of the school, top of the stairs looking 
down at them. While most of the staff couldn't look at him in the eye, 
Baba Yaga and Wolf stared back. 


"Well?!" asked Headmaster Grimm, his mouth a deep frown. 


Baba Yaga and Mr. Big Bad Wolf looked at each other before turning 
to the Headmaster, "Nothing." 


Maddie played around with her tea sets with less enthusiasm then 
she ever had before; even when Wonderland was poison by the Evil 
Queen, Raven's mother, she still had some happiness in her since 
she and her dad made it out okay. But now her Best Friend Forever 
After had gone missing, went ‘poof!’ without a trace, with only a 
puddle of blood left behind. 


Class cancellation have been announced over the intercom, telling 
students that they were free to do as they wish but were forbidden to 
go into the school until further notice. Most students, like Kitty for 
example, had taken that advantage and left to go to the Village of 
Book End to escape the foul mood that coated their school. Maddie, 
however, chose to stay behind, her watch just rang, signaling 'Tea 
Time’ and was pouring her tea absent mindedly, not realizing her 
overrun cup until Early Gray started crying out. 


"Oh, sorry Earl Gray," apologized Maddie, cleaning up the mess, 
"Guess l'm not in a very tea-rific mood." 


The little mouse squeaked several times, making certain hand 
gestures as if it was playing charades. "No, it wouldn't do much luck 
to go back and ask Apple. She's not going to tell us the truth. And 
she's quite a dreadful liar anyway." 


Yes, Maddie knew Apple was lying when she first spoke to her about 
Raven's disappearance. What Apple was lying for she didn't know, 
but whatever it was, it had to be bad if Apple White, the kind and 


generous and future Snow White, had lied. Maddie felt a sense of 
dread crawling up her spine as she wonder what could have happen 
to her friend. 


Blood was not a common sign in the world of Ever After, despite the 
tales of dragons being slayed and villains vanquished. Death, blood 
and gore was never to be spoken of. Females, mainly princesses, 
would faint at the sight or mentioned of blood (an idea that was 
rather silly to Maddie that any girl would faint at the sight of blood, all 
things considering) and there was never any blood whenever a hero 
chopped the head of a ferocious beast, another rather odd thing. 


But the blood wasn't of that of a ferocious beast or an evil villain, the 
blood was that of her dear friend and a young girl. Maddie feared 
that Raven, wherever she was, was wounded greatly, in pain and 
probably lost somewhere. The Wonderlandier tried to keep a positive 
thought, trying to picture Raven being safe and sound, but sadly, her 
heart knew that wasn't the case. 


Call it a Wonderlandier intuition, but Maddie felt Raven was, or going 
to be, in serious trouble. Normal when this happen she would be 
shot at with visions of the futures or dream-like illusions, but so far 
there was nothing. Looking out the window to where the sun was 
rising, Maddie could see the half the student body leaving the dorms 
and headed towards the open shops. She wanted to join them, get 
out of this horrid doom that surrounded the school, but she just 
couldn't, not when Raven could be in serious trouble. 


"Oh Raven," wondered Maddie out loud, "Where have you 
disappeared to?" 


Almost in an instant, the room became fuzzy, the colored walls and 
tiled grounds were replaced with a darken sky and cracked concrete. 
Maddie recognized the changing background and knew right away 
that she was having a vision. She and Kitty's room had vanished and 
she stood in the center of what look to be some strange, foreign, 
almost medieval-like town. She strained her eyes to see passed the 
darkness with only smoldering torches on the wodden lantern posts. 


Low chanting was heard faintly before it started rising it volume. 
Maddie began walking towards the noise, as the sounds became 
audible and the chanting became clear. Soon, she stood behind a 
crowd of anger villagers, waving torches, pitchforks and machetes. 
In front of them was a towering castle that put even the best homes 
of Ever After to shame but shrouded in an air of gloom and doom, 
similar to Raven's home when the Evil Queen was still around. 
Maddie soon snapped back to reality, or rather the vision, when the 
chanting turned to screaming. 


" Burn the witch! Burn the witch! Burn the witch !" 


Maddie gasped, never in her life had she hear these words spat out 
with such anger and disgust. Even Lizzie with her usual 'Off with 
their heads!’ quote was more comical, and never truly serious. But 
these people truly wanted this 'witch' to die! Walking closer up 
towards the crowd, she spotted, just a few feet ahead, a risen 
wooden platform with a 7ft stake in the center. Getting closer, 
Maddie felt a dreadful sensation in the pit of her stomach. 


There, on the platform, was a girl, no older than Maddie, dressed in 
a long sleeve white dress. Short, ebony hair billowing around her 
head like a halo, skin as pale as her dress and her hands tied above 
her hand to the large stake. Underneath her bare feet were several 
large pieces of wood all moist, Maddie hope to Godmother that is 
cause by water and not fuel. 


In the mist of it all, a well-dressed man, probably a Royal, walked up 
to the tied girl and whispered something in her ear. Whatever it was, 
the girl began sobbing, her body shaking uncontrollable and tears 
trailing down her face. He turned to the crowd and spoke, but 
whatever the words became garbled and unclear to Maddie. He then 
tossed lit match into the moist wood and watched it go up in flames. 
The girl paid no might to the fire at her feet and turned to the crowd 
and to Maddie, rising her head to show her face. 


The Wonderlandier gasped in horror as she recognized the face of 
the condemned girl, "RAVEN!" 


As soon as the fire catch on her dress, Raven let out a heartbreaking 
scream. Maddie panicked and tried to push her way through the 
crowds, but was unable to. "No! Stop! Raven! RAVEN!" yelled 
Maddie, clawing the backs of the citizens with not affects. 


The screaming and cheers seems to go on and on forever, and soon 
the entire vision was engulfed in flames. Raven, the crowd, the 
streets, even the castle and clouds were engulf with flames. All 
Maddie could do was feel the intense burning heat around her body, 
hear the ghastly screams of Raven as the flames consumed her and 
gasp as the heat slithered down her throat and dried her insides. Still 
she pushed through the crowd until she ran up to the platform and 
threw herself into burning stake. 


"RAVEN! RAVEN!" shrieked Maddie, "NO~!" 
"MADDIE!" yelled Kitty, shaking the Hatter's daughter. 


"Wha-!" gasped Maddie, grabbing the Cheshire Cat's daughter's arm 
to stop the shaking, "What's happening?" Calming her breath and 
holding Kitty's arm, Maddie's glassy eyes become focus as she 
looked around: the flames, crowd and kingdom where gone and she 
had return to her room once more. 


" 'What's happening ?' | should be asking you that!" stated Kitty, "I 
heard you screaming down the hallway and thought something bad 
was happening to you!" 


"I... [had such a horrible vision!" exclaimed Maddie, "Raven... fire... 
they were all swallowed in flames !" 


"What?! Maddie slow down, you're more confused, bewildered and 
puzzled than when you're actually speaking in Riddlish!" replied 
Cheshire. 


Maddie dropped herself into her chair, a thin line of sweat trickled 
down her face that she didn't bothered the wipe off. "The fire..." she 
croaked, her voice suddenly becoming as dry and scratchy as it was 


in that vision fire. She took a quick sip of tea, but, for the first time in 
her life, it left a bad taste in her mouth! 


Cheshire notice the sour look on her face and took a sip of the tea, 
grimaced at the taste. "It's ice cold," she frowned, placing the tea cup 
back down, "And you brewed it took long. I'll go fetch you some 
water. Try... NOT to have any more visions." 


Maddie didn't replied as Cheshire left the room, still staring down on 
the floor, the bitter taste of bad tea burning on her tongue. Earl Gary, 
not very comfortable with the silence, crawled up to Maddie and 
shook her arm. Looking down at her pet. Maddie scooped him up in 
her hands and leveled him towards her face. 


"Oh Earl Gray," whispered Maddie to her little friend, "I fear Raven 
may have gotten herself in some deep waters that even she can't 
swim out of." 


Deep underneath the school, hidden away from wandering and 
curious eyes, laid the trapped Giles Grimm, brother of the school's 
Headmaster, Milton Grimm. Usually the gray haired man would be 
running back and forth, forever searching for a book that would rid 
him of that horrendous babble spell his brother placed on him. But 
today was not such a day for his All-Seeing Magic Mirror and shown 
him what had become of Raven Queen. 


The outburst, the broken mirror and the backlashed spell, all had 
been captured by the mirror and beyond. Years back, Giles had 
figured out the mirrors could see other worlds apart from their own 
Ever After. Worlds in different plains of existences, with different 
cultures, lands, laws and citizens that were like and unlike that of 
their fairytale homes. One reality were humans and monsters co- 
exist. Another where people lived in an apocalyptic world with 
children force to kill for amusement. A land were the undead 
outnumbered the living, forcing them to fight for survival. And split- 
realm were one realm is normality and the other contains button- 
eyed monsters that tempt younglings. 


The Evil Queen's daughter had entered none of those worlds, 
thankfully. The world she had entered mirrored their own, with one 
large difference: choice. That world wasn't bound by legacy or 
destiny, people regardless or bloodline or standing can choose to 
because whatever they wished to be. Some continue on the tradition 
of legacy, mainly the royals to keep the bloodline as blue blooded 
and their standings, but, again, choice is still present. 


And now, the leader and catalyst of the Rebel movement in Ever 
After had entered a world she had wished for, a world where choice 
was given. The only question know was this: would she take 
advantage of this world and became the person she'd hope for, or 
would fear, obligation and the pressure of making everyone happy 
force her into her birth role? 


"And so the raven does soar to lands unknown, lost in a world unlike 
her own," said Giles, waving his hand over the mirror until the picture 
faded to that of Raven's sleeping figure, "But here your wishes have 

come true, for the choice is now up to you!" 


"So as you fly away from you unkindly legacy, so in this new land will 
you find your true destiny." 


I'm back! Okay, being honest: this was the hardest chapter | had 
to write because it really hard to write from the point of view 
from the other character. Maddie was so-so but being Apple 
was pretty difficult. | wanted to make them as in-character as 
possible and not an OC. While I'm on the Rebel side, | didn't 
want to make the Royals as out-right villains and try to see from 
their point of view. Plus I'm attending college out of state and 
forgot to back up these files to work on. Sorry... 


Also, | have no clue what is Ever After High's equivalent ofa 
police force. The only thing | could think of was the castle 
guards from medieval times since they were in charge of 
keeping the peace. As for why they aren't called yet, well | know 
that King Charming teaches at the school but doesn't live on or 


around the school's grounds (he is a King and has a castle after 
all) so he's not present in the search and thus the guards 
haven't been notified. As for the White Queen, most of the Card 
Guards are in Wonderland so that isn't much help. 


Haven't read the books yet (sorry about that) so I'm mainly 
getting my info off wiki, EAH pages, you get it. I'll get to reading 
the books later. As for now, enjoy. 


